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Judgment of the Fallen 


Through the veil of hate 
that I constructed for 
myself, I had seen the 
future. The Death of 

Orcs stalked the land. It 
was a prophecy that I 

had written in the blood 
of countless foes. It was, 
as most are, 
self-fulfilling. The orcs of 
course did their best to 
avoid my attentions, but I 
had learned enough that 
nothing they could do 
could shake me from the 
trail. I followed every 
group I could find and 
slaughtered them all. Only 
once in a great while 
would I remember to let 
one of them go so that 
they could spread tales 
of my coming. My 
bloodlust grew greater 
with every victory and 
nothing could slow the 
onslaught of death that I 
brought. Hate and blood 
grew together and became 
one. Simply killing my 
foes no longer satisfied 
my cravings for revenge, 
and my actions became 
more brutal and 
destructive. Soon the 
Valley of Chaos became a 


poor hunting ground for 
my prey and I began to 
wander farther in my 
hunts. Entire tribes were 
wiped from the face of 
Britannia by my hand, but 
there was always another 
tribe to follow. Though at 
the time I realized it 
not, I was studying the 
tribes of orcs and from 
that I began to know how 
they worked and what 
paths they would follow. 
This of course also meant 
that I was often laden 
with orc loot. I began 
discarding anything that 
was not of the highest 
quality. Admittedly that 
was not much of a 
difference when it came 
to orc equipment. Even 
though I got pickier about 
quality, the volume of 
loot I carried around was 
absurd. I began increasing 
the number of trips that 
I was making to Britain 
in order to sell my 
‘goods’. Thus I became 
well known for having the 
best quality in ‘used’ 
orc goods. While I made 

a substantial amount of 
gold this way, it was only 
good for financing my 
Crusade and I spent it 
accordingly. It also drew 
attention from those who 
sought to protect the 
orcs thinking them 
semi-intelligent. Many 
times I was verbally 
accosted on the streets, 
slurs thrown at me like a 
waterfall of filth. I 
ignored it, for to me it 
meant nothing. Insults 


from those trying to 
protect orcs were, to 

me, akin to those same 
orcs trying to insult me 
as I cut them down. The 
town and royal guards 
made sure that nothing 
went beyond verbal abuse. 
Fame, money, and 
notoriety meant nothing 
then, and I went back 
into the wilds to continue 
my Crusade. Luck was 

with me one day for I 
picked up the spoor of 

an entire tribe moving 
north. I pitilessly tracked 
them, culling their 
warriors as they moved. 
Never seen, rarely heard, 
the silent Death that 
stalked the nights. It 
took two weeks to 
decimate the warriors of 
that tribe and by the 

end they were sending 

out their old and infirm 
in an attempt to slow 

me. A doomed attempt of 
course, for nothing in 
their power could stop 
me. After another week 
the remaining orcs from 
the tribe gathered around 
in a circle and waited for 
me. I obliged them in 
their death wish. I moved 
among them, katana 
dancing to the rhythm of 
death. Blood ew through 
the air and mixed with 
the blood that had spilled 
before it, all before it 
hit the ground. My eyes 
saw nothing but the pulse 
of the blood, the 
destruction of the green, 
and the fulfillment of my 
Crusade. Then my world 


twitched. My sword was 
sheathed in the chest of 
one of the vile orc 
females. In her arms was 
an infant, also transfixed 
to my blade. She made a 
sound as I pulled free 
Orc Slayer, a sound that 
haunts me still. 
Indescribable was that 
sound and I have never 
heard the like again. For 
some reason this brought 
to my mind my family 

and all they had meant 

to me. I stared at the 
corpses, lost in myself. I 
never saw the weapon 

that bit into my side, 
though my recexes 
dispatched the wielder 
before I knew what had 
happened. Turning I walked 
away from the carnage 
that I had wrought, the 
dead piled all around me. 
The survivors of my 
Crusade scattered before 
me, afraid to stand in 
the way of death itself. 
There was no time for 

me or around me. I 

walked through the 
forest. I bled upon the 
loam. At some point I 
must have collapsed. I 
found myself in a dark 
place with no feelings of 
solidity. I stayed there 
for an infinite time. At 
some point I noticed a 
burning upon my chest 
under my shirt. As time 
blurred it became a spark 
of hellfire burning into 
me. An eternity of pain 
later, my shirt a smoking 
ruin, I ripped it from my 
neck and threw it. It 


occurred to me that the 
only thing that had hung 
on my neck had been the 
rune of Valor that I had 
found for my adult 
initiation. This was the 
last thing Strider had 
left for me other than 
his words. I reached for 
it, but it ew away from 
me and started spinning. 
Suddenly it broke into 
eight parts that formed 
a circle in front of me. I 
tried to cry out, and 
found that I was mute. 
Then words came from 

the circle, echoing 
everywhere. All I could do 
was listen to the words. 
“You have been chosen 

by the stars. Your life 
could have an important 
impact in the world of 
Britannia, for good, or 
for evil. You have 
strayed from the path of 
the virtues and were 
lost. Only your remorse 
in your killing, ever so 
brief, has earned you a 
chance for redemption. 
Yet before you can be 
redeemed, you must hear 
the list of your crimes, 
and that is what we have 
come for. We are the 
judges of virtue.” Then 
the eight pieces of light 
broke from the circle and 
approached me each in 
turn. Honesty I betrayed 
by deceiving myself to 
the nature of my 

Crusade. Of Compassion, I 
had shown none. Valor I 
had betrayed by killing 
those to young to defend 
themselves. Justice 


damned my actions 

without need for an 
example. Of Sacrifice I 
had shown none. Honor I 
had also betrayed with 

my actions. Spirituality 
could not find itself 
within me. Humility did 
not bother, for if the 
others were absent then 
so was it. After each 

had made its judgment 
they again began spinning, 
this time becoming but 
three. These revealed 
themselves as the three 
core virtues and their 
judgments were harsher 
than the eight before. 
Truth, which I had once 
loved with a passion, I 
had destroyed within 
myself, believing whatever 
I needed to justify my 
Crusade. Love that had 
once burned brightly in 
my heart was now buried 
underneath my hatred. 
Courage, which had held 
me up at the beginning 

of my Crusade, was 
abandoned with the killing 
of those who were unable 
to retaliate. My Crusade 
had burned everything of 
the virtues from soul, 

and what was left was a 
diseased, rotted, and 
soiled mess only fit for 
the damned. I could see 
myself from the orcs 

view and realized how 
utterly evil I had become. 
I could feel the weight of 
my sins pressing down 

upon me, smothering the 
life from my soul, and 
now I could feel the evil 
as it clawed its way 


inside my heart. The 
dragging pain as it 
burrowed inwards was 
driving me insane. This 
could only be hell, where 
the soul is punished for 
its sins, and I could look 
forward to an eternity 

of knowing what I had 

done with no way to 

make amends. I soundlessly 
wailed in despair at my 
fate, all hope had drained 
from me for I knew I 

was damned with reason. 
Then the voices came 
again. “You have been 
judged. You have been 
found wanting in virtue. 
You have discovered 
remorse. We judge that 

you can be redeemed, but 
you will have to find your 
own ways to atone for 

what you have done. 
Remember your judgment, 
and never forget.” 
Suddenly my eyes opened, 
and I knew I was alive. 
There was a man before 

me in healer’s robes. 

Then he spoke, “My 

name is Ferous, I have 
been caring for you since 
I found you in the 
forest.” -Cont. in Vol 7 


